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LUME 44......000 aeorionesees.NO. 18,444,
AN UNSENTIMENTAL VERDICT.

$ven moniths of last year. This gain s unequalled by
Bt of any other paper In New York, and is nearly four

e 2 pe thun the gain made by the next highest.

m Evening World aims to be the great home paper
i New York—always clean, always sane, always intelll-
‘ ‘paper to be taken home by the home-goers and
: tﬁown away in the cars by the male members of
t after they have eatisfled a morbid curiosity
‘moment in the flashy!

s &t 18 not a paper filled with politics. It does not

#Pokialize business and financial news to such a degree

) be & paper interesting only to men. It bears con-
Ay 4An mind the interests of those who make up the

i ‘Clrle. Evidently the advertisers have realized
sF the proof is furnished by the enormous and un-
WEIRd increase of their demands on Its columns.
1 ~T ve found it the great medium between the shop
and the home.
A order that the reader should not be deprived of
news or a fair allowance of entertaining and en-
fidening information and illustration The Evening
orid has recently printed a larger paper than ever
» n its history. It gives the reader daily a greater
nt 6f reading matter than any other evening papér
ximating its volume of display advertising.
[ts claim has long been that it is the home paper of
York. and the astonishing figures of growth of ad-
ing show the judgment of the advertisers who
to reach the home. It is a thoroughly unsenti-
lal verdict.

i UNION ART.

i ‘h lopka encouragingly as if every grand opera at the
ffopolitan will be nothing less than a glad paean of
1 . Trusts ‘hnve gnawed their blighting way into
* trades, our industries, our very professions; and in
flelds unionism has had to fight a desperate fight
¥ for life itself. But trusts when they have reached
deal realms of operatic art have shrunk abashed.
d those realms unlonism holds proud and undis-
led sway. This is only natural. What have mergers
0 I Ith music, syndicates with syncopation, organiza-
‘With orchestration, or conversions with counter-
The very names breathe incompatibility, On
other haud, how admirably Is unlonism fitted tQ
¥6f Unison and Harmony, how apt to discern the
discord, how unerring a judge of brass, of wood
1 or of strings! Music will not have reached her
‘sphere till every orchestra i{s unionized. And
then she chould not rest content, tut, soaring
d to celestial helghts, make all the heavenly ha
s take outl cards. '

.y "“DAD" AND “KID."
AR affection somewhat more than platonic which
pently sought a municipal court for solace and cash
compense has revealed a series of ardent letters which
& most valuable contribution to the literature of
In one occurs a lina which may be looked upon
containing the very essence of the inspiring cause
such attachments.
“(h:fno along home,” it reads, “you will find ‘Dad,
W, cocktail, champagne, flowers and beer awalting
val, also Mr. Hug and Mr. Squeeze.”
$md’’ .was rather elderly, but the menu of material
ducements he offered the fair one had much to recom-
"mend it. While the froth was on the champagne and
i “collar” on the beer all went well. Cupid grew fat
‘“®aucy on chop-house fare and everything was
eur de rose.
~But as the champagne became flat and the beer stale
lady’s interest in Mr. Hug and Mr. Squeeze dimin-

>

in course of time “Dad” found it advisable to go.
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iring the first eleven months of this year The Kven-
orld carried '10,85334 columns of display adver-
‘& gain of 3,883% columns over the corresponding

little rifts came within the lute, quarrels followed !
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WOTS RULES

AY | THEM POODLE | =
J Aw GwAN! llnocs Has Gor = — | —7JES KEEP
DEY CANT |ITER GIT OFF'N J YOH SHIRT
HELP 1T-DEY||THIS CAR=ITS ON, MISTAR
CANT READ |(ACIN THE R““" D FIve CENT AN
y DEYS PE ¥
ND St & \ ‘ GENLMEN AN
NOHOW v AINT DOIN'
] NC HRARM
" L]
HUH?

vid ;

pONT You || || ALL RIGHT. MISTAH
HEAR ME /| [{ NICKLE CAASER=-
TRLKIN'Z JES You PUT EM
TAKE EM, OFF_GENTLY- )
OFF ER ILL
TROW EM

OFF !
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By Helen Oldfield.
NDOUBTEDLY every one, man or

U woman, ought to know ones own

mind, but undoubtediy, also, there
may be many who come short of thelr |
duty to themselves in this respect.| ¥

Therefore it s scarcely surprising that|

the questlon should be mooted by onel E

or another. “How Is one to know for 4

certain whether one is really In love 4

or not?"

Young girls not infrequently have an
{dea that having a lover and falling In| &
love is a necessary part of thelr en- ®
trance Into womanhood; the word “fall" | ¢
suggesting a sort of predestined help-
lessness. Should no such event take
place within a short time after her de-
but she is restless and dissatisfled. She
sees other girls of her own ange, some
of whom she ls assured are not superior
to her In elther good looks or other|
charms, who become engaged and marry, | @
while she i3 posseased with the mortify- .@')
ing sense of social fallure.

In this stralt she catches at the first

Sooner or later, however, the illuslon
vanishes, and the sense of emptiness
which it leaves behind Is magnified,
perhaps, Into n great sorrow, which ls
petted and nursed until It casts a
shadow over all the after years. Or,
perhaps, the dream s reallzed In so far
as marriage |s concerned, but with what
security for happlness,

There may be sufficlent congenlality of
tastes and disposition and enough na-
tural amiability to prevent discord or
open rupture, but the chances are all
the other way, and little happiness can
be expected for the couple who have
married under such auspices. ®

“Falling In love' s usually a gradual
process, a gentle descent more than a | ¥
sudden plunge. Indeed, it ought not to
be a descent at all, | ®

True love should elevate rather than | ¢
lower all one's alms and ideals In life. !
And when <rue Jove comes, even
though it be, as sometimes chances, as |
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R Bold, Bad, Big Boy Puts a Sad End to His Sled-Riding

o o ot

with Miss Sifool-

HA! WHAT AN
INSPIRING SIGHT
To SEE THE

IN THIS HEALTHY
| FEEL AS

MY SHOULDERS

CHILDREN INDULGING

PASTIME OF GOAST ING.]
IF 20 YEARS
WERE LIFTED OFF ™

-
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NOW TOOTSIE DEAR , DONT

DRAG YOUR FEET AND {
YOU CAN HOLD THE.ROPES,
THOUGH QOF COVURSE

{OU CANT STEER WITH
THEM, AS | wWiLL DO
THAT FROM RBREHIND .
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straw which offers and fancles feelings ':\ R'D_}’Elf /A SWELL (\ODQLL

which do not exist. 8he ls apt o ex-| & | / // ACL RIGHT

aggerate any little attentions pald her, o :

even the commonplace courtesles of the ®

ballroom, Into a positive nvow-:‘. t‘tndl 2:

worse still, she misconstrues the flutter- T

ings of vanity In her own heart for the 2‘9; H! DERE KID !_ YOUSE CANT

emotions of real love. ‘: RE TRUSTED ON DAT SLED
This Octitious sentiment she feeds | WID SUCH A !

upon day dreams and novel reading. ' r‘rv-—'-——'—-’

YOUSE STAY DERE s

PEEWEE, AN |

WiILL SHOW %

HOW TS o207
DONE . | 7
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Shoppers
on the “L.”

é6 Y. wife got on a Ilarlem train at the Eigh-
M teenth street station of the Sixth avenue
‘L' last night,” announced the Cigar Store

Man, “and when she got home her clothes were in rib-
bons.”

“But she had the ribbons,” said the Man Higher Up.
“She was dead lucky that she didn’t have to go home in
an ambulance wrapped in a blanket. I used to think
that the City Hall station of the Third avenue ‘L’ was
in the suburbs of the limit, but the stations in Sixth
avenue between Eighth and Thirty-third streets have
got it trimmed to a fare-you-well.

“When the Sixth avenue ‘L’ was built, a quarter of
a century or so ago, there were two tracks and stations
every few blocks. The stations were built to accommo-
date crowds, and they were crowded then. These same
stations stand to this day. The platforms haven’t been
widened, the passageways by the ticket offices haven't
been widened, and with a few exceptions the stairways
are the same width they were when the contractors
turned the road over to the company.

“In the past few years the shopping district has
grown like a St. Bernard pup in a flat. It extends from
Fourteenth street to Thirty-sixth street, and it is spread=
ing all the time. Hundreds of thousands of persons
have been drawn into the neighborhcod—clerks and shop-
pers and sightseers, and the same little old dub right of
way that was built back in the seventies is used to han-
dle trains.

“The company has made one improvement. At
Thirty-third street it has widened the stairs on the
uptown gide. This gives more people a chance to crowd
on the platform, which has not been widened. It would
cost money to push cantilevers or props out from the
posts and build a station there on which people could
stand without endangering their lives. That is the rea-
pon that a decent platform hasn’t been put in. Further
down, at Twenty-eighth, T'wenty-third, Eighteenth and
Fourteenth streets, where ehop-girls and customers of
the big stores troop for the trains by the thousands, the
accommodations would disgrace a dinky narrow-gauge
line in Michigan. /

“Railroads try to handle traflic with the least car
mileage conslstent with accommodation. For that rea-
son there are long runs and short runs. On the Sixth
avenue ‘L,’ where probably 60 per cent. of the traffic
originates above Fourteenth street, all the trains, except
a few that are switched at Franklin street, run to Rector
street or South Ferry and are jammed before they get to
Eighth street. There is a switch at Waverley place, but
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SN T he Worm Turns,
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for the cliff make the signal we azreed
him
everything ready, and Mr, Arthur Gray

Yolande will have the
dlscovering his body on the|

“But." pleaded the little man, patter-
Ing hurriedly along In Farjeon's wake.
Is most Important that 1 speak to
vou first for a moment.
Let me come down to the

Pack In timg to iIntercept Gmy,
ahall be safe from Interruption there,

sacretary's maaner Impressed Farjeon

ly. he bent his steps toward the cliff,
Symes trotting nervously behind him
a cowed puppy. r
Farjeon turned and asked. Impatiently:

The man who had

there., I'il have

tryst in a way he his coat a col)

morning."
a girl.

It concerns
couple,
be Slowly, as from a

We

moment. I'll
Inert body.
tell concerns you
sky.
earnesiness in the| to his brulsed head.

Half contemptuous- | brought back his full ¢

Arriving there | and that a bunch of

thrust into hls mout)

y " . 2 °h chapter, find it In my keeping."
fif At last makes m)] things even, “Well, what's this wonderful secret!place by a handkershief, :‘r‘;n::“l‘fvcn:l::eworlﬂ“l;“.i 31 ;?;;‘h,:,“"p,&w York City.” The storyt will eny [ | thought of at the time as usoful only y!:\; ‘::::d!ound it, Kathleen,” he sald,
e do but weteh the hour, that conccrns me? Speak out, Kdlog!” As he moved convu'sively a childlike || gyiurday, Dec, 5, but answers will be recelved up to noon Monday, Dec. 7. in orightenink his path in search of the brokenly. It is yours. All, all yours,
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Bi8ymes. I A s *dlea the timid, denrecating al | lough I now stretch out my arms to
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try to attra
affPesfpierig

tossed aside the hammer he had used
to sueh effect, and, drawin,
of rope, swiftly pound
the unconscious Farjeon hand and foot

He paused In the work and looked up.
Toward him were strolllig a man aand
Drnageing his bound vietim un-
der a bush he crouched ellently beside
him in the shadow, hldden from view
vet able to see and hear the advaneing

Simon Farjeon's spirit returned to his

He gazed upward at the star-strewn
Then he tried to ralse his hand

to obev the command of the brain.

a rush. He became suddenly aware that
his hands were bound tightly together

thelr -

struck the blow

suddenly.

great  distance,

the

before they reach vou.
I'm trying to be frivolous or my knife
point may change vour views somewha!

Lie still!™

Jared shrank more closely back into
shadow and the point of the short
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Don't imagine| carving knife he held gently pricked

sarjoon’s throat,
Kathleen and Gray had arrived within

5 yards of the hiding place.

“ave been mistaken

thinking you heard a cry.” sald Gray.

N

““There is nothing here.
| was a row on one of the river boats."

“Perhaps s0,” she admitted, pausing
to look down over the moonlit expanse
of water.

“Kathleen,” saild Gray. stepping
closer to her, “I've a confession to
make. A confession that is not easy,
ut it must be made. When a man fol-
lows a will-o'-the-wisp through the
dark woods at night It 1s not because
he loves it. but because it is glittering,
elusive, unattainable. It is mere plque
that leads him on, not real love for

else? To'—

it away.

released me,

of my heart!
n

v

His hand refused
This
onsciousness with

cloth had been
i and bound Into

How to Tell the Age
of the Girl in Red.

FAll out this blank when the story {s completed

and

with your selection from
send It to

==, | what he pursues. In that pursuit he

may even pass, unnoticing, the bright
windows of his own home, the home
that holds all which could make life
happy for him. But when at last the
will-0'-the-wisp has proved to be a
roulless bit of phosphorus that leaves
its hunter hopelessly entangled In a

ugh, he remembers those home lights’
:llegnflued so0 carelessly by, the lights he

*You poor,
heart.

just as you may.
volved, but not

“Girl In Red

# RED

Perhaps there {sn't your word pledged to some om»I

“No. The woman you speak of played'
with me as a heedless child plays with
a cheap toy before he breaks and throws
It was for my money—for tho'
amusement of bringing me to her feet— |bewllderment still stamped on Farjeon's
that she led me on. To-night -hoh:u':!mce Symes continued:

Ah, dearest, if vou ew |
how I loathe myself for daring to brlng!
you the mg\. trodden-on fragment you hand and foot. It Is I who am g0-
0t —

“Hush!" she Interrupted tenderly, |
more ltke a mother than a sweetheart 1 wonder how many times in' the
in the soothing oadences of her voice.
foolish boy! ;
break your heart, She never had YOUr nhot all over and jumped 05 bdd 6 ™

It was a "';};‘:;;"L:::“":‘Ml':: jexcitement as I thought how heavenly
your
that all along. It I hadn't known It I ! me writhe,
think my own heart must have broken. |
But I knew—I felt, somehow—that in the | i AT T Y
end you would find your heart, and that

a thlef In the night, instead of as a| @«

: falfvE printe withl slivas ,mm;“‘,t nnd' & py"rlf S;qu, _ / it 1s not used. It would cost money to employ a man
pathetic plcture of his final adieu as he stood re-|golden drum, there nced be no feat )’0 ; : S . to E}};gw “;i " i ; "..
Gl looking back through the door of the thresh-| but that he will make his presence | ® T \\/: S Mf Koh'r\“‘\\\ plalnedex“%o %Oi::: Ss’eg;g lb:’an ARSI IR -

adwoh | known, that he will glv - @ s % /“\ S /Jéz 3 Pk ok :
h be was not to cross again, as detailed in one of s;:;“::t NU‘M e :‘vhm“‘ ::e‘::h_‘;“‘r:'r“t",:'e @ h™ < s = “Oh, there will be plenty of relief,” said the Man
foriress must fly open. , OPVCOGDOODOODEDOHOGHHDPOPHOODODHDDDD DA Higher Up, “‘when everybody owns his own automobile,”

$100

ness one of the rare instances of that
hackenyed phrase known as ‘Virtue Tri-
umphant.’ And In a few minutes the
stars above will witness a companton
, tableau entitled, 'Vice Punished.' "

In response to the look of incredulous

“Yes, It was I who struck you down.
It was I who gagged you and bound

ing to kill you—by and by. No, I'm not
crazy. Or, it I am, I've always been so.

Y pasf
]o yerrs I've rehearsed this scens m

she did not my mind and gloated over it and turned

|1t would be to have you at my meroy,
{to make you writhe as you've made
And, oh! the blessed reality
80 much more beautiful than I
For months I've
gone over every detall in my mind.
*Yes, I'vq planned too long and too
carefully for, any chance of fallure, I
waa’ In your power. It was only as a
favor to you that Mr. Romaline kept me
as his secretary. He has often wanted
to discharge me,
ficient. Perhaps I was, L g sQee
things than my work to think of.
could not afford to lose my position,
My mother depended on my s2lary. But”®
my molher is dead. 8he died to-day,
And now there Is nothing to deter me.
But there is no hurry. Let ‘us have a
uiet little talk, you and I, my dedr oid

heart, I knew

Brieko's MW.‘ 3

o b T

rlend d benefactor.'’ :
rignd &4 (To Be Concluded.)
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NO UNCeRTAINTY, = '
“What was the origin 62 ‘what
L known as ‘the ‘whiskey insun

the ”“‘W .

He said I was inefs-




